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* 6 The Tragedy of 0 diello 

Defi, Who he ? I thinke the Sub where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

Em, Looke where he comes, 

Def, I will not leaue him now, 

Let C*fsh be cald-to him : how is it with you my Lord? 

Oth, Well my good Lady : O hardnefleto difllmble: 
How doc you Defdomma? , , ' 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth. GmemcyoUrhand, this h.-r.d is moifttnv Lady. 
Def. Ic yet has felt no age, nor knowneno.foVroW, 

Oth. This argues fruitfulreffe andUberali bca.fr, 

•Not ko: and moift,rh’J band ofyonrs requires : ; ' 

A fequeftec frqm liberty : falling and-praying, 1 “i ' ’ 

Much cafflghfibn, cxercife deuout; . 

Lor hecre’s a young and fwettihgdiucll here,' : ' 

Thatcommonly rebekr tisa'good hand, ff 'fj 

Afiankeone. <,'*-*• • r • - fff r \ 

Def. You may indeed fay fo, 

FeSr twas that hand that gdue away mV heart. 

Oth. Alibcrall handLthe heart: of old gattc hands. 
<&Ut our new herraidry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. 1 cannoc fpc.akc of this, come.comc, your promiie. 
Oth. What prcmlfc cherekc > 

DeC. I haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 
Oth. I haue a fait and fullen rhumc o Heads me ( 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which 1 gaucyou. 

Def. lhaue.it not about me. 

Oth. Nor. 

Def. No faith toy Lord. . .. \ f ff ; ; 

Oth. Thats a fstiit : diet bbrvdkcrche:: 

Did an Egyptian to my niother gitie. 

She was a charmer, and couldV.moftrcade 
The thoughts of people; (he Void her whilcfhe keptitj 
TVcpuld make her amiabic,and fubdue rby fathet ‘ ' J 
Intirely to her loue : But if lire loft it. 
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Intirely to her loue j But if flic loft it. 

Or made a gifeofit: my fathers eye 

Should hold her iothely,and his fpirits (houldhunt 
After new fancies: {he dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me when my fate would haue nae wiue. 

To giue tt her; I did fo,and take heedeon r. 

Make it a darling, like your pretious eye, 

Toloofe.or giue’e aw2y,were fuch perdition. 

As nothing clfe could match. 

Defd. l'ftpoflible? 

Oth. Tis true, there’s magicke in the web or it, 

A Sybell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to make two hundred compaffes. 

In her prophetique fury ,fowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed chcfilke, 

And it was died in Mummy,with the skilfull 
Conferues ofmaidens hearts. 

Def. Ifaith i’ft true ? 

Oth. Mod veritable, therefore looke to‘t well. 

Def. Then would to God,that I had newer feene it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftaitingly and raftily. 

Oth. l’ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is ic out o’thc Way ? 

Def. Heauen blcffe vs* 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. Ic is not loft,but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I lay it is not loft. 

Oth, Fetch’c,letmefee it, 

Def. Why fo I can fir, but I will not now. 

This is a tricke,to put me from my fuite, 

I pray let Cafsio, be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkercher,my mind mifgiues. 

Def. Ccnx, come, you’ll neuer mcecc a more fufficicnt mast* 

Oth. The handkercher. 

Def. I pray talkc me of Cafsie, 

Oth , The handkercher. 
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